(Rabbi Akiva Klein) This is a small light essay about holding on to the warmth of the sukkah into the winter.

Bs’d

Yom Tov morning was beautiful. The sky was blue with a cool gentle breeze. The streets were packed with young and old walking home from shul holding their beautiful lulav and esrog. The special aroma of Yom Tov food escaped the front door as small children ran out to play. The delightful scene around me helped me dream of a perfect year ahead of me.  A year filled with only calmness and joy.

_____

The next afternoon was the first day chol hamoed. I found myself observing an entirely different scene. The clouds were dark, and heavy rain fell from the sky. There were few people in the streets and in the place of sounds of joyful playing were the sounds of heavy winds. The stormy scene around me caused me think of a long dark cold winter ahead. One filled with all types of challenges and struggles.

_____

A few hours later I put on my coat and headed out to a simchas bais hashoayva gathering in the neighborhood. Though, the rain calmed a bit, the wind still blew forcefully and I held on tightly to my flying hat. As I walked up the steps of the porch towards the sukkah door my ears picked up sounds of life... sounds of happiness. 

I opened up the door and my eyes witnessed a most beautiful scene. There in a well lit up sukkah, decorated in the most magnificent colors, sat fifteen men around the table singing. Behind them stood a young boy holding a microphone. His eyes were closed as the purest most beautiful voice sang out from his heart. It seemed as though he was leading the event. The songs he sang were songs of gratitude and songs of yearning. Gratitude to Hashem for all He gives, and songs of yearning for the to return to His home. It felt as if the magnificent large painting of the bais hamikdash on the right wall of the sukkah sang silently along. 

I sat there for a while. I sang along with them. I didn't want to leave. It wasn’t only the delicious food that filled the table that held me there. It was the continuing deep feelings and warmth that kept filling my heart that begged me to stay.

_____

It was still dark outside, and the vicious winds still blew strongly against the walls of the sukkah. The streets were still void of the sweet sound of young children playing. But I now realized that in the picture of the stormy world that makes me fear the hard times of life, sits a small sukkah filled with warmth and love generating feelings of only joy and happiness. 

Hashem taught me on that night that in any dark period of time there is always a comforting safe haven to run to. A yid always has a sukkah. And though the physical walls are not up anymore during the long cold winter but the embrace of Hashem that it represents stays alive forever.  

